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ing his pastorate a house in the Chapelyard almost exactly
resembling that of Bufus Lyon in { Felix Holt.' For this
venerable gentleman Miss Evans as a school-girl had a great
admiration, and I, who can remember inin well, can trace in.
Bufus Lyon himself many slight resemblances, such as the
' little legs,' and the habit of walking up and down when com-
posing. Miss Bebecca Franklin was a lady of considerable
intellectual power, and remarkable for her elegance iu writing
and conversation, as well as for her beautiful caligraphy. In.
her classes for English Composition Mary Ann Evans was,
from her first entering the school, far in advance of the rest j
and while the themes of the other children were read, criti-
cised, and corrected in class, hers were reserved for the private
perusal and enjoyment of the teacher, who rarely found any-
thing to correct. Her enthusiasm for music was already very
strongly marked, and her music master, a much-tried man, suf-
fering from the irritability incident to his profession, reckoned
on his hour with her as a refreshment to his wearied nerves,
and soon had to confess that he had no more to teach her. In
connection with this proficiency in music, my mother recalls
her sensitiveness at that time as being painfully, extreme.
When there were visitors, Miss Evans, as the best performer
in the school, was sometimes summoned to the parlor to play
for their amusement, and though suffering agonies from shy-
ness and reluctance, she obeyed with all readiness; but on
being released, my mother has often known her to rush to her
room and throw herself on the floor in an agony of tears. Her
schoolfellows loved her as much as they could venture to love
one whom they felt to be so immeasurably superior to them-
selves, and she had playful iiioknam.es for most of them. My
mother, who was delicate, and to whom she was very kind,
was dubbed by her ' Miss Equanimity.' A source of great in-
terest to the girls, and of envy to those who lived further from
home, was the weekly cart which brought Miss Evans new-
laid eggs and other delightful produce of her father's farm."

In talking about these early days, my wife impressed on
my mind the debt she felt that she owed to the Miss Frank-
lins for their excellent instruction, and she had also the very
highest respect for their moral qualities. With her chame-
leon-like nature, she soon adopted their religious views with
intense eagerness and conviction, although she never formally
joined the Baptists or any other communion than the Church,
of England. She at once, however, took a foremost place in
the school, and became a leader of prayer-meetings